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For food, till some, deep moved by the sad tales
Of the lone straggler, safely lodged her in
A famine camp, where, heavy laden with
A double sorrow (for her lover too,
She thought, had died), her tedious life she spent.
And  days  and weeks and   months thus  rolled
away,
Until at last her love for the dead youth Mysterious waned, and, like a shallow lamp, Burnt in her breast with nothing to feed it.
One day the news went through the famine shed That a lean youth, plucked from the very arms Of cruel death, was tenderly nursed there ; And all its inmates hurried to the scene. Poor Seeta saw the youth, and that sad sight She ne'er forgot; the youth was in her mind Too firmly rooted to be rooted out, Who ev'ry day in strength and beauty grew, till
he
Appeared the fairest youth in all the camp. First pity for the youth, then love for him Mysterious came to her, until at last The flickering flame shone sudden in her breast.